


Somewhere in Germany
17 April 1945
Tuesday.

My Darling Wife,

Good evening, honey. Hope that you are feeling ok and that
evervthing with vou and Laura is going ok.

I am feeling better now than I have since while on the trip to
Paris. I caught cold sleeping in a draft in the barracks at one of
the other MRU's on the way back from Paris and have had some miserable
days since.

The work in the office is more nearly caught up again now after
the trip, too, so I have more chance to write now. I haven't written
a letter other than the one to you a few nights ago s&nce I left for
the Paris trip. Since I got back I have either been working, getting
- things straightened out at the guarters, or trying to study for the
examination I expect to have in the next week or two for Warrant
Officer. My application went through‘ok on the 15th, so the next
thing will probably be the board examination by a Board of Officers.
I do not know how long it will be before that will BE come about, but
in the meantime I want to spend what spare time I have in the evenings
at the unit when the generators are running. We do not have lights
in the German civilian house where we are living and I must come to
the unit after the night shift goes to work to do much writing or
reading. It gets dark at the quarters so soon after work and chow
is over that I can never do all of the fthings that I intend to do in
the evenings.

Since I have not written to Mother, Relva, or anyone else at
home, I wish that you would let Mother read the letter about my trip
to Paris. That will save me the time of writing a good deal of the
same U1lag twice or three times and will explain why I have not
written sooner. Thanks, honey.

The lest letter I received from you I got on the 4th of April
and it was dated the 16th of March. The mail just is not coming
through. But we still have hopes, and maybe somedav soon we will
get a whole bundle of mail.

The weather here has been warm and nice today, but we have had
some rain during the past week and the Bround is still a little
muddv. The day we returned to the unit from the trip to Paris it
was raining, and it really did rain.
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